And next up we have the 
fying bitch Ingrid Loyau 
Kennett who won a medal J 


The Stuff of Heroes 
Chris Spivey / The Daily Mail - Sept 13 2013 


It would seem that with the pre-trial pleas and directions hearings of Michael Adebolajo and 
Michael Adebowale coming up this month, the PTB are determined to keep Lee Rigby in the 
spotlight and as such are having the MSM trot out all manner of shite about the pantomime. 


A perfect example would be the old bollocks below from the Daily Mail (no one does old bollocks 
better than the Mail) with an article featuring the vomit inducing Ingrid Loyau Kennett -a tart whose 
phony French accent is on a par with Peter Sellers in his role of ‘Inspector Clouseau’. 


I will discuss this article shortly. 


Before I do however, it is worth bearing in mind that despite all the hysteria and anti-Muslim 
sentiment our unforgivably corrupt government whipped up on the days following the ‘attack’ of 
the 22nd May 2013, neither Michael Adebolajo or Michael Adebowale have been charged under the 
terrorism act... At least as far as I am aware they haven’t. 


In fact, quite why the case has been allocated a trial date using the absolute maximum time possible 
to collect evidence and build a prosecution case is beyond me. 

As far as I can see, the only possible reason for this can be so as to put as much time between the 
act itself and the trial, in the hope that peoples memory’s become clouded as to what they remember 
taking place on that day. 


In between, we are being fed articles like the one below that drastically contradicts what we were 
originally told. This new information obviously registers as true in the Zombie Nations mind being 
as it is interlaced with facts that we were originally told... And that fucking stinks. 


If there was a grain of truth in this old bollocks of a charade, the trial would have been over and 
done with by now and the two Michaels serving life sentences as Cat-A prisoners. 


After all, had proper police procedure taken place on the day, instead of the fake TV movie 
procedure, there would be more than enough witnesses to testify as to what took place. 


Therefore, there should have been absolutely no need for the police to have to appeal for witnesses. 
Instead, the authorities were more interested in promoting the testimony of Crisis Actors whose 
versions of events could not possibly be true. 


I mean, how fucking plausible does this eyewitness’ account sound: 


Jamie France, 29, who witnessed the attack from his 18th floor flat overlooking the scene, said his 
mother had recognised him instantly from film footage shot after the attack. 


He said: ‘I spoke to my mum on the phone and showed her the video footage from the internet, and 
she told me that she recognised one of the men with the knife. 


‘She said she’d seen him last week preaching in Woolwich town centre. She said she remembers 
him because he’d been really angry and was saying all this political stuff.’ 


“T spoke to my mum on the phone and showed her the video footage’??? 
If you say so Jamie, if you say so. 


Course, the fact that the cunt in the awful red dress in the article below is still being touted as a 
heroine is an absolute affront to justice. 


Indeed you would have to be on Heroin to believe a word the lying slag says. 
She certainly is not a hero. 

She is no more than a Class-A cunt. 

Moreover, why is the case going to full fucking trial? 

Are we now expected to believe that the two Michaels are pleading ‘not guilty’? 


That make no sense on so many levels that even I do not feel the need to go into them. This is 
absolute bollocks people... Do not fall for it. 


Right, lets get on with what the French/Iranian/English slut has to say. 
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My observations and comments are in Red to avoid any confusion and Blue where I have quoted 
a newspaper. 


The Angel of Woolwich — who stared death in the 
face on Britain’s darkest day — launches our hunt 
for Britain’s most inspirational women 


*Ingrid Loyau-Kennett was hailed an ‘Angel of Woolwich’ for her bravery 
*She calmly facing up to the alleged killers of Drummer Lee Rigby in May 
*She reveals here how she didn’t feel any fear during the encounter 

*Over the next four weeks, we want you to nominate inspirational women 


To launch the awards, FRANCES HARDY speaks to Ingrid Loyau-Kennett, one of the women 
hailed as ‘the Angels of Woolwich’, for their bravery in calmly facing up to the alleged killers of 
Drummer Lee Rigby earlier this year... 


Bravery: Ingrid said she felt no fear when confronted with a man with a meat cleaver. 


Then again, she wouldn’t have done because it was a fucking play act... Is it me or does that photo 
of Ingrid make her look as if she should be in that film ‘Witches’? 
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Ranged along the piano in Ingrid Loyau-Kennett’s busy sitting room are the letters of 
congratulation; some official, others touchingly informal. 


Its been nearly 4 months since the ‘murder’. Rather convenient then, that the letters are still out. Or 
perhaps she tidies up about as often as she changes her Union Jack socks. 


There is the one from the Prime Minister commending her ‘brave and selfless act following the 
recent horrific incident in Woolwich’ and promising that the perpetrators of the heinous crime will 
be prosecuted with the full power of the law. 


Then again, we all know what an opportunist cunt, the Cunt Cameron is... Besides, he was part of 
the play act. 


Then there is another — addressed only to Ingrid, Cornwall, it nonetheless found its way straight to 
her home in the town of Helston near Penzance — containing a simple but heart-felt message of 
approbation. ‘You are one lady in a million,’ it reads and it is signed, merely, ‘an elderly gent’. 


The letter should have told her that she was being put on probation... Course, the silly, misguided, 
old fella is obviously after getting into Ingrids Union Jack knickers. 


Never the less, Kennett is one in a million — thank fuck. 
Ingrid, 49, looks at it fondly. She has won a medal for bravery and a certificate of exceptional 
endeavour; and she is honoured and thrilled by them both. ‘But in a way, that one line from the 


anonymous gentleman is among the most touching,’ she says. 


The fact that this cunt has been given a medal and is in line for two more is an absolute farce, and 
an insult to all those who have legitimately won medals for bravery. 


At best, Kennett is a lying cunt. Is that what heroes are supposed to be these days? 


Ingrid, a divorced former teacher and mother of two, earned this chorus of praise for an act of 
simply extraordinary heroism piss taking. 


And, as the Mail launches its annual Inspirational Women of the Year Awards — inviting readers to 
nominate a woman whose achievements or selflessness deserve recognition — it serves as a reminder 
that even from the depths of evil, good can shine. 


She is indeed evil and no good shone from the lying bitch... Honest to fucking Dog, are people that 
fucking stupid that they cannot see the blatant lies? 


For Ingrid, armed only with her own manifest decency and powers of persuasion, faced two men 
who are alleged to have murdered Drummer Lee Rigby, on a street in South-East London this May. 


Manifest decency? There is fuck all decent about an old slapper duping the terminally stupid. 


As for powers of persuasion? She must have used her real accent then instead of that ridiculous 
French accent she put on for TV... Else the two stooges wouldn’t have had a fucking clue what she 
was on about. 


Personally, every time I hear the fake fucker, the Pink Panther theme pops into my head. 
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Few will forget the haunting image of Ingrid, standing by one of the alleged killers, bloody blades 
and a gun in his hands. Her composure never wavering, she engaged him in quiet conversation — for 
12 minutes — until armed police arrived. 


Yeah, she looks like the stuff of nightmares, I'll give you that. 


But please Ingrid, show me exactly where the gun is in the photo below... In fact show me where 
the blades are, because from where I’m sitting there is only a blade. I.E singular, not plural. 


With typical calm, she describes the moment when she realised she was at the scene of a horrific 
murder. 


This will be fucking good... Cue the Jackanory theme tune. 


‘I knelt down over poor Lee Rigby’s body. There was blood. Then I looked up and two men were 
standing over me. 


I see that she has dropped the bit about taking Rigby’s pulse now 

This is what she told the Guardian: 

“I went to the body and started to take his pulse,” she says, speaking rapidly in a strong French 
accent. “But a Caribbean lady kneeling by his side said, ‘No, no, no, he’s dead.”’ I asked if she was 
sure, and she said ‘Yes’.” 

Loyau-Kennett still felt for a pulse because her first-aid training made her think a severed artery in 


his arm might have weakened the flow of blood to the wrist. “Then this black guy said to me, 
‘Don’t touch the body. Go away.” 


She looked up and saw a man and “saw right in front of me two bloodied hands, one carrying a 
revolver and the other a meat cleaver’. Source 


However, two days prior to that she told the Guardian a very different story: 


“There was blood on the pavement by the car where the man on the ground had been hit by it. At 
first there was no blood by the body but as I talked to the man it began to flow which worried me 
because blood needs a beating heart to flow. But I didn’t want to annoy the man by going back to 
the body. Source 


And then there is this: 


She said: “I took his arm to feel his pulse. There was blood on the pavement where he had been 
dragged and blood was pouring out of him. Suddenly this excited black man came up to me and 
said: ‘Get away from the body; don’t touch it.’ I looked up and I could see red hands, a bloodied 
revolver, bloodied meat cleaver and a butcher’s knife. OK, I thought, this is bad.” Source 


She wants to make her fucking mind up. 


One was carrying a butcher’s cleaver and a knife in one hand, and a revolver in the other. His hands 
were drenched in blood. Immediately I thought, “We have a situation here.” 


Funny how the video doesn’t show her kneeling down isn’t it? 
Funny how the video doesn’t show two men standing over her isn’t it? 


Funny how the two men didn’t stand over Amanda Donnelly who was there first... Allegedly. 
The story lends itself to melodrama; Ingrid, however, tells it with quiet understatement. 

The story lends itself to TV fiction drama. 

However, she tells the story with quiet understatement mainly because she’s a lying cunt. 
Make it complicated; and she forgets what she has said in the past. 


‘I was quickly assessing the situation. I felt no terror. My eyes met the hand holding the bloody 
cleaver and the knife. Then I looked into the man’s face. 


Does she also write pulp fiction in her spare time? 


‘He said to me, “Don’t touch the body.” I said, “Why?” because there was another lady, a Caribbean 
lady, stroking the dead man’s back. I tried to make him focus on me, to make sure he didn’t see the 
people all around. There were mothers with children among the crowd that gathered to watch, 60 or 
so yards away. 


Sounds to me like Ingrid is trying to slip a racial thing in there. 


Two black fellas telling a white bird not to touch a body that a black bird is trying to burp... Least I 
think that is what Amanda Donnelly was trying to do. 


She was certainly rubbing ‘Rigbys’ back... At least she was according to what she told the press. 
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Never the less, good plan Kennett. 


Get them to focus on you and not on the people 60 yards away. This makes those people — the ones 
that the two ‘killers’ were asking to take their photo — simply disappear. 

Mind you, if they were 60 yards away, the lying fucker must be inspector Gadget since she told the 
Telegraph the following on the 23rd of May: 


“They were watching; filming on their phones. I pushed one back because he was too close. I told 
them if they want to do something, come and help. It made me sad. They were thinking of 
themselves, not about this poor guy.” Source 


‘I was buying time until I knew what to do. I was never frightened. He never frightened me.’ 
He wouldn’t do would he? After all, you had already met long before the 22nd of May. 


However, I suspect that she will be buying an awful lot more than time now that she will be 
benefiting from her ill gotten gains. 
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Tragic: Drummer Lee Rigby, 25, died in May 


How many of us would have fled or panicked when faced with this scene? 


But Ingrid remained, talking, quietly reasoning, even though the machete was just inches away. 


Yet she doesn’t consider herself a hero. 


‘My grandfather, Basil Kennett, was a hero. He won the Distinguished Flying Cross in World War 
Il.’ 


Coincidentally enough, her Great Grandfather was an agent for MIS. 
She shows me his war medals and his photo, moustachioed and matinee-idol handsome. 


The Chimp writing this shit declined to say whether or not Basil Brush was wearing Union Jack 
socks in the photo... Or Union Jack knickers for that matter. 


Basil’s old man did work for MI5 when alls said and done. 
‘He risked his life every day of the war. I did for only 12 minutes,’ she says. 


Huh! Well why the fuck are you not telling us about these 12 minutes then Ingrid instead of telling 
us about Woolwich. 


‘I was just daydreaming when the bus stopped and I heard a sound, a collective intake of breath. I 
looked out of the window and saw this poor man lying on his stomach’ 


How melodramatic! What sound did you hear Ingrid? 
Are you talking about the ‘collective intake of breath’? Or another sound? 
Course, this is again different to what she told the Guardian five days after the incident: 


“As the bus turned a corner, out of her window on the right-hand side of the lower deck she saw a 
body lying in the middle of the road and, a few feet away, a car smashed into a lamp post on the 
pavement. Her “gut instinct” moved her to jump off the bus to offer first-aid assistance for what she 
believed to be a road traffic accident”. 


Ingrid was born and raised in France to an English mother and French father, and lived in New 
Zealand and Suffolk before settling in Cornwall seven years ago. 


Really? Is that what she told you Bonzo? 
You see on the 27th of May she told the Guardian: 


“Loyau-Kennett is keen to stress that, despite her accent and being raised in France to English 
parents, she is very proud to be British”. 


Her life story is very patchy however. 
For instance: 


She came to England as a teenager and, after living briefly in New Zealand, has been here since. 
Source 


Okay... If you can call 7 years brief I suppose. 
You see, that is how long she lived in New Zealand. 
The following is from the Guardian: 


A few days on, she has returned to her modest, three-bedroom house in Helston, a small town on the 
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Lizard peninsula dominated by the nearby airbase RNAS Culdrose. Her home for the past five years 
since returning from a seven-year spell with her children in New Zealand. Source 


So that would be 12 years accounted for... Strange that she lives near a military airbase though. Just 
saying. 


Now, before that Ingrid Lying Bitch Kennett lived in Grundisburgh near Ipswich: 


Roy Everett, who lived near her in Grundisburgh for around six years before she moved to New 
Zealand, said it was a shock to see her confronting an alleged cold-blooded killer. Source 


So, that accounts for the last 18 years of her life making her 31 years old when she moved to 
Ipswich. 


But since she came to live in England as a teenager there are at least 12 years minimum 
unaccounted for. 


The Daily Mirror have the following to say about Ingrids Iranian husband which doesn’t really help 
much: 


Ingrid, who is half-French, brought up her two children alone after their father returned to France 
when they were very young. She works as a language teacher and translator, and has recently 
completed a further qualification with the Open University. 


Apart from that, nothing. Very strange for someone who likes talking about themselves, don’t cha 
think. 


Carry on Daily Mail. 


Her story is all the more remarkable because, in the run up to it, she endured a series of setbacks 
that would have floored a less resilient soul, but which seem to have somehow placed her at the 
scene that day. ‘The week before, I’d been to visit my sister in France,’ she remembers. ‘I’d hurt my 
ankle and was taking lots of painkillers. I’'d been due to drive home, but my car died on me, so I 
took the train. Then I had my pocket picked [while on the train]. I thought, “Nothing else can 
happen.” 


So, after spending the last 4 months telling us how she came to be on the bus on the 22nd of May, 
she has finally come up with the above? 


You would have thought that she would have least mentioned her painful ankle that needed lots of 
painkillers before now. 


Course, that would explain why she is limping in the video... Oh hang on! She isn’t. 
In fact, no signs what so ever of her limping. 


‘En route back to Cornwall, Ingrid stopped to visit her son and daughter, Basil, 23 and Pawony, 25, 
who share a house with friends in Plumstead, South-East London. ‘I left my kids’ house and went to 
the 53 bus stop across the road,’ she remembers. ‘I was due to catch a coach from Victoria at 
5.30pm. 


Yeah, fuck sorting the car out in France. 
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Now, the only problem that I have here, is as I have stated many times before. 


Catching the 53 bus made no sense since it terminates at Horse Guards Parade — a hell of a hike to 
Victoria Station with suitcases. 


Moreover, there isn’t a coach to Cornwall at 5.30PM. The nearest one to that is 4PM. 
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See, I don’t make it up, unlike the MSM. 


Now to arrive on Artillery Place when she says she did, she must have caught the bus that leaves 
Plumstead Station at 14.11. 


This bus gets to Horseguards Parade at 3.25 PM and then she would have a 15-20 minute walk from 
there to Victoria Station with her suitcases. 


So, if she was leaving on the 4 PM coach to Cornwall, she would have been really pushing her luck, 
what with London traffic. 


On the other hand, if by some miracle there was a bus to Cornwall at 5.30PM, why catch a bus that 
is going to give her a wait at Victoria Station of an hour and a half when she could have caught 
anyone of 10 later number 53’s that would have got her there in plenty of time? 


‘The bus was quite empty. I was just daydreaming when the bus stopped and I heard a sound, a 
collective intake of breath. I looked out of the window and saw this poor man lying on his stomach 


and a crashed car on the pavement. 
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Shocking day: Ingrid had been waiting for a bus when the crime scene in Woolwich unfolded 
around her 


‘I remember thinking it was odd, because the car was parallel to the kerb as if it had been parked, 
but it had crashed into a lamppost with such force the post was against the windscreen. 


that morphed 


into a Signpost 
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‘I thought, “poor guy” and I assumed he’d been in a road traffic accident.’ As a former Cub Scout 
and Brownie leader, Ingrid immediately thought of her first-aid training: ‘I have to put him in the 
recovery position’. ‘I left my luggage on the bus, ran over and took his pulse. 


Errr, wasn’t he already in the recovery position? 
And how did you run with your bad ankle Ingrid? 


Still, at least her bag that she asked a stranger to look after has morphed into luggage now. 


tron 
ate 


Above left: ake recovery position. A bove right: Ingrid making herself usefull by 
running over, swivelling on her bad ankle and putting Rigby in the recovery 
position, before having a 12 min chat with the killers - fying cunt 


The lady with him [who was later dubbed, with Ingrid, one of the Woolwich Angels] said, “He’s 
dead” and I said, “Are you sure? I crouched down. He looked like a strong young man and I 
couldn’t believe he was dead. I wanted to take the pulse in his neck.’ 


Despite him allegedly nearly having had his head hacked off 


Drummer Rigby’s head had been covered, so she couldn’t see the extent of his injuries — but it later 
emerged that he had been mown down by a car, then almost decapitated by savage blows to his 
head. 


Nicely recovered Chimp. 


Shame no one in the MSM mentions the fact that at the speed the car hit Rigby he would have been 
propelled into the fucking shop across the road. 


‘It was then that the older of the two men told me, “Don’t touch the body”. I froze — but I felt no 
fear at this stage. I was just puzzled. I looked up to see he was carrying a bloodied butcher’s cleaver 
and a knife in one hand and a revolver in the other. 

It doesn’t matter how many times you repeat it four eyes, a lie is still a fucking lie. 

I was quickly assessing the situation. ‘He was agitated so I tried to make myself seem relaxed. I 
wanted to look unthreatening. I’m 5ft 8in tall — about the same as he was — and I tried to slump a bit 


so I seemed smaller. I forced myself to look in his eyes. I wanted his attention. 


Sounds more like she wanted to fight the cunt to me. 


13 


Now, Ingrid gave an exclusive interview to the Telegraph on the 23rd of May, the day after the 
incident. This is what the reporter said: 


She is slight, dressed in jeans and a navy body warmer, with her hands tucked into her pockets. A 
daffodil is pinned to her top buttonhole. The attacker, his eyes dark with anger, towers over her. 
Source 


So we have a slight woman of 5 ft 8 inches tall who is about the same height as the attacker, who 
towered over her, so she slumped a bit to compensate... Righto. 


I looked round and was shocked by the number of people — 60 or 70 — just looking. So we had a 
conversation. He was polite, respectful.’ Extraordinarily, Ingrid managed to stay calm and still, 
while keeping the man’s attention. ‘I told him the police would be here in a minute, and he said, “I 
don’t care.” So I replied, “It’s only you versus many. You will not win.’* It was a statement that 
would capture the next day’s headlines, and the hearts of a nation. 


The cunt didn’t capture my heart. I have no time for lying cunts... Neither do they deserve medals. 


Course, the Daily Mirror video only shows Ingrid talking to Adebowale for a total of 36 seconds in 
all. Strange that, don’t cha think? 


You can watch that video HERE 


© Jeremy Selwyn 


The world grieved: Floral tributes poured in to mourn Lee Rigby’s death — Why do the MSM 
always profess to know what people are thinking when they can’t even tell when they are being lied 
to? 
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Angel of Woolwich: Ingrid returned to the scene after her heroics were revealed — Lying old Cunt. 


During this exchange Ingrid listened for signs that the police were, indeed, approaching. She had 
not phoned them, but trusted that someone in the crowd of onlookers had. ‘I could hear sirens far 
away and then they stopped. I thought, “Come on guys’”,’ she says. “After a few minutes, a small 
emergency vehicle came. It slowed, stopped — then left. 


Source 


I thought, “What the heck is going on?” ‘Much later, I realised it must have been the police. 


ingrid Loyau-Kennett confronts Woolwich attackers 


———_—. Circled - Ingrid and Michael 
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Ingrid) _Loyau-Kennett confronts Woolwich attackers 
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Ingrid Loyau-Kennett confronts Woolwich attackers 


You wont see that car in any of the photos 


Then a plain-clothed lady approached, looked at the body, and left. 


By then the older guy had given the meat cleaver to his friend. It was the only time they had contact 
while I was there. ‘Then the older guy — the one I’d been talking to — walked over to the other side 
of the road, so I used the time to speak to the younger man. 


‘He was standing in front of the bonnet of the crashed car. I didn’t want to scare him, to upset him, 
so I walked, not directly at him, but sideways and said, “Are you OK?” He seemed shy, reluctant to 
talk. I said, “Would you like to give me what you have in your hand?” He was holding the cleaver, 
the butcher’s knife, but I didn’t want to say the word, “weapon”. He shook his head.’ 
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He had just nearly hacked a soldiers head off... The tarts a fucking laugh a minute. 


‘When it is proved who killed Lee Rigby, this person or people, should be left in prison for the rest 
of their lives’ 


So, she don’t know who killed Rigby then... Despite the Michaels telling her that they did it. 


Mind you, I would have imagined that the blood that was allegedly over them and the weapons sort 
of gave the game away... But like I said earlier. Why would the Michaels plead not guilty? 


Makes no fucking sense at all... A bit like the daft cunt Kennett. 


Ingrid then remembers a woman — plainly dressed in sensible shoes — approaching her and asking if 
she knew what the man’s intentions were. ‘And at that point the penny dropped. I realised she was 
from the police.’ It was only when Ingrid saw that her bus — with all her luggage on it — was about 
to leave again, that she went back to it and got back on. 


If she is talking about the bird in the Denim jacket then she most definitely wasn’t old bill. She 
could be the Eastern European woman who was murdered shortly after the 22nd... But she is 
definitely not the old bill. 


Moreover, the timing would be wrong. 


Or, she could be talking about Tina Nimmo — who we are told by the press is a pub landlady but 
who is in reality, definitely part of the security services. 


However, if it was, Nimmo would have had to shout her questions because she never came into 
close contact with old Smelly Four eyes. 


On the other hand, if it wasn’t her then the woman was a figment of Ingris imagination... Anyway, 
why the fuck would the old bill send in an undercover agent? 


This four eyed fake cunts story gets more preposterous by the minute. 


Oh, and her bus didn’t leave, it inexplicably reversed to let the armed response unit in... Give the 
old slapper a medal for lying Though. It is after all, the British way... Fuck me the royal ponces 
have loads of medals and never did anything to earn theirs either. 


Ten seconds later, she remembers, all hell broke loose. “A man jumped on the bus and shouted, 
“Down, down!” she recalls. “Two cars screeched to a halt. A policeman and woman jumped out and 
they were shooting at the two men’s legs. 


WHAT A LYING CUNT! 


She certainly didn’t mention any copper in the interview that she gave to her local newspaper: 


Ingrid said she spent 10 minutes talking to the alleged killers — and then got back on the bus to 
continue her journey. She felt she had done all she could. 


It was then that the police moved in. “It must have been seconds after I boarded the bus that I heard 
gunfire,” she said. 
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“Around eight to ten police cars mobilised very fast and shots were fired.” 
The bus erupted in screaming at that point. 


French-born Ingrid again took matters into her own hands and says she then attempted to defuse the 
panic on board the bus. Source 


Course, had there been a copper, he must have dived through the pedestrian railings blocking the 
bus door ... Maybe he was one of the X-men. 


As for 10 seconds before the action began? Try 3 minutes. 


I would also like to know how she saw Adebolajo being shot in the leg too. You only have to look at 
the position of the bus and the police car to know that she is talking bollox. 


Course if the X-man jumping on the bus were true; then why did the lying cunt feel the need to do 
this: 


“T had no emotions at that point,” she recalls. “But the people on the bus were screaming, so I had 
to tell them to calm down and that it was all finished now. I didn’t want people stampeding down 
the stairs of the bus with all these babies and children around.” 


I thought there was hardly anyone on the bus bitch? 


But course, that is exactly what you do when a copper jumps through railings and screams for you 
all to get down... Why was the bus door still open at this stage? 


Look on the Daily Mirror video and see if you can spot a copper jumping on the bus. 
You won’t because Kennett is a lying cunt who is being rewarded with a medal for lying. 


‘ They were then arrested, and Ingrid texted her own children to tell them her journey had been 
delayed by ‘a shooting’. Later, oblivious to the fact that her heroism had swept the globe, she met 
her children near Victoria station, to say goodbye before her long trip home. ‘Basil was telling me, 
“Mum, your story is breaking news on TV,” and my daughter said, “It’s typical mum. If anyone 
would help, it had to be you,” Ingrid recalls. 


She obviously forgot to tell them that she had also been — quite bizarrely — dropped off in 
Lewisham: 


“The bus then started to move away. They dropped us in the middle of Lewisham which really 
annoyed me because I had no idea how to get from there to Parliament Square. “I am just happy that 
I managed to do something that might have prevented more trouble. I feel fine at the moment but I 
suppose the shock could hit me later.” Source 

Note the quotation marks. Those are Lying Kennetts exact words. 

Then again, she had also told the Telegraph the following: 

I had texted them saying, ‘I’m on a different bus because of the shooting’. They must have thought, 
“What the heck?’ My son said, ‘Are you crazy, Mum? You could have been killed’. He was upset 
that he could have lost me.” From a pocket in her handbag, she takes out two faded photographs of 
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Basil and Pewony as tousle-haired schoolchildren. “I didn’t let them cross my mind on Wednesday,” 
she said. 


So she didn’t text them that fucking quick, did she? 


And then there is this one from the Daily Mirror. You will notice that the newspaper directly quotes 
Basil Brush junior: 


Then she calmly continued on her journey to meet Basil, an animation graduate who lives close to 
the murder scene with his sister Pawony, 24. 


Basil said: “Mum came up to visit for my birthday and we’d had a lovely celebration. 


“I was meeting her at the train station when she walked up and started telling me what had 
happened. 


“My first thought was for her safety, but I could see she was completely intact. I couldn’t believe 
what she was telling me. 


“I don’t know what was going through her mind or how she found the strength to do what she did, 
but I’m totally awestruck. I’m about as proud as a son could be.” Source 


Ah, the Train Station is it now. Not the coach station or Parliament Square... The train station. Huh, 
huh. 


However, this one is the best of the lot: 


Mrs Loyau-Kennett was returning home to Helston after visiting her two children, Basil and 
Pawony, in London, and was heading for Victoria Coach Station. 


Basil and Pawony had left their home early in the morning to go job-hunting in central London. 


She met up with them again at Victoria, where she told them her remarkable story over a coffee in a 
nearby McDonald’s. 


She said: “My son was very shocked; he kept saying I could have been killed, but I didn’t feel that 
was the case. Pawony was very quiet; I think she was just taking it all in.” 


Ingrid said her decision to intervene might have been down to her 30 years with the Girl Guides, for 
8 of which she was a Snowy Owl Brownie leader in Ipswich, making her natural instinct kick in. 


“We’re taught how to deal with emergency situations,” she said. 


“One of the first things we’re told as a Brownie leader is to make sure all the girls are safe, not to 
panic and remain calm.” 


Mrs Loyau-Kennett insists she doesn’t think she’s worthy to be called a heroine. 


The real heroes, she said, were those such as her grandfather Basil Kennett, who was awarded the 
Distinguished Flying Cross for his services as an RAF pilot during the Second World War. 
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After hugging her children goodbye, Ingrid boarded a bus from Victoria Coach Station and began 
her five-hour journey home — but arrived at Plymouth’s Bretonside bus station to find a taxi waiting 
to bring her back to London for an interview with ITV. 


She said: “It’s been a bit of a whirlwind.” Source 


Course, had any of this been real, the bus would have been taken out of service and Ingrid held by 
the Old Bill to give a statement... As per official police procedure. Any hope of catching the coach 
to Cornwall would have been out of the window. 


The fact is that Ingrid never went home. She was put in a hotel by a newspaper that had her under 
Contract. We know this because Basil Brush Junior told another reporter who tweeted him. 
So, why did she not go back to stay at Basil and Pony’s gaff? 


She has also told multiple different stories about who she met at Victoria Station. 
Like this one from the Guardian: 


She texted her own children to say her bus had been delayed “because of a shooting”. Her shocked 
son later rang to say her photo was on the internet and could he post a message online saying it was 
his mum. Within minutes he was inundated with media requests to speak to his mother. By the 
evening she had abandoned her coach journey to Cornwall and was put up in a London hotel in 
preparation for a breakfast TV interview the next morning. 


Her son, Basil Brush Junior didn’t know about the photo until gone 8PM as evidenced by his 
Twitter. This version makes no mention of either of her kids meeting her at the station. 


And since her coach was meant to leave at 5.30 PM, despite there being no coach at that time, I 
should think that she did abandon her coach journey... The fucking thing would have left. 


So why did she tell another reporter that she had caught the coach? 
Because she is a fucking lying bitch, that's why. 


Indeed, Ingrid has a history of intervening to help the beleaguered. ‘Whenever I’ve seen a traffic 
accident I’ve tried to use my first-aid skills,’ she says. At school, too, she championed the underdog. 
‘If someone is being bullied, I try to stand up for them,’ she says. Mr Cameron stood outside No 10 
the next day to salute Ingrid’s courage. The French government recognised her bravery with a 
medal. She accepts the accolades with a mix of delight and mild incredulity. 


How vomit inducing is that shit? 
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OSWNS/masonhs 


Modest: The mother doesn’t think she was ‘particularly brave’ — Neither do I. 

Although her French heritage is evident in her accent, she is a fervent royalist who has embraced 
her adopted home with a passion. 

She’s fucking English you twats. 


Her modest terrace home is festooned with royal memorabilia and tea towels bearing images of the 
Queen, because, she explains: ‘I still haven’t got over the excitement of the Diamond Jubilee.’ 


Ahhh, loyalty to the Queen... Typical of the security services. 

A practising Catholic, she also believes in robust punishment for the perpetrators of crime. ‘Killers 
deserve life,’ she says, ‘When it is proved who killed Lee Rigby, this person or people, should be 
left in prison for the rest of their lives. I believe in justice, but so often it does not happen.’ 


It certainly doesn’t Kennett. If there was any justice you would be up in court for perverting it. 


Ingrid’s thoughts, too, have often turned to Lee Rigby and his grieving family. ‘I’ve thought a lot 
about them,’ she says. “He sounds like such a lovely man.’ 


So lovely in fact, that people were accusing him of being a rapist on Facebook. 


Course, the person who started the page might be lying, but it certainly doesn’t sound like lies to 
me. 
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& Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die 


Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die Like Message 


16 likes 


We will not be forgotien and nor will the horniic acts 


Lee Righy! ao 16 
About Photos Likes 
=) Write Post fa) Photo 
we" Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die > B Recent Activity 
4 
: ; Ga Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die joined 
htips://www.facebook.com/onlinehate?fref=ts Andre has Facebook 


our back you fucking rapist lovers! 


"Ean Online Hate Prevention Institute 
me" Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die 
? ! s 


Now he is dead, | can finally be free. 


Like » Comment ej2 G91 
Like - Comment v1 113 


-* Lee Rigby was a rapist and deserved to die 


You sick people celebrate him as a hero?! YOU HAVE 
NO IDEA WHAT HE IS! 


Like » Comment 053 i154 


Joined Facebook 


Ahh, definitely a nice fella. The stuff of heroes even. 


The alleged killers are due to face trial for the death of Drummer Rigby at the Old Bailey on 
November 18, but, as we sit in Ingrid’s garden on a day of golden sun, May’s events seem a world 
away. I wonder if Ingrid has suffered flashbacks or delayed shock. She says she has not; there has 
been no need for counselling, no panic attacks, no nightmares. “I wasn’t frightened at the time, and, 
no, I’ve never been scared really,’ she says, ‘I don’t think I was particularly brave. ‘I think my 
grandfather Basil, would have been proud of me, but he’d also joke and say, “It wasn’t really that 
much.””* 
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Why was Basil an MIS Spy like his old man then? 
He would however have been right; “It wasn’t really that much.”* 


This refusal to be cowed or to recognise her own courage gives us the measure of Ingrid Loyau- 
Kennett. She is, despite her protestations, a true heroine. 


I’ve got the measure of the cunt and she ain’t no fucking heroine. 
She is an abomination. 


In fact, I’m glad that she and her two lying brats didn’t accept my friend request on Facebook or 
even respond to my request for an interview... I don’t talk to liars. Cunts. 


Read more: http://www.dailymail.co.uk/femail/article-24 1 1808/The-Angel-Woolwich-stared-death- 
face-Britains-darkest-day—launches-hunt-Britains-inspirational-women.html#ixzz2eTrcNuQR 
Follow us: @MailOnline on Twitter | DailyMail on Facebook 


By Needlz - Woolwich/Lee Rigby, Written by me 
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